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No Todds In Our House 


Author's Notes: 


idk what to say here. xtc is a good band and andy is kinda cute i must admit. still cant believe hes the father 
of that one youtube animator guy tho that still trips me out 


Andy was truly at his wit's end. It was taking an eternity for this damn album to be finished and it was all the 
fault of one man. Todd fucking Rundgren. Him and his stupid, Herman Munster-esque face. Why did they ever 
hire him as their producer? God, how he wished time travel were real so he could go back and stop this from 
ever happening. 


The others seemed to be working just fine with him, even as that horse-face belittled them at every turn. 
Colin would do his little bass parts just fine, but Todd would always find a problem. "No, you're not playing that 
part right, let me show you how it's SUPPOSED to be done.." Andy felt himself getting angrier just thinking 
about it. 


What really pissed him off, however, was just how oblivious Todd was to him hating his guts. Or maybe he 
knew and just didn’t care. Typical. He's so high and mighty that he'll just disregard what other people think 
about him. That fucking bastard. 


The day Andy finally snapped, he was laying down some vocal tracks. And of course, Todd had to say something 
about it. "You're not singing that right. Do it over." 


"We've been at this for bloody hours, come on" 

‘Its only been a couple minutes, stop being such a baby." Todd got up from his seat behind the recording 
console in the control room and entered the live room, towering over Andy. "Here, I'm gonna sing this song so 
that you can just listen to it with headphones and follow along." 


"| don't need no fucking singing guide!" 


"Oh, | think you do. Look, | told you guys when you hired me, that if you want these sessions to run smoothly, 


you'll do everything exactly how | say. | have a lot of experience with this business ya know." 

God there he went with the fucking patronizing again. Andy couldn't take it anymore. This was truly the last 
straw. He was going to go ape-shit. He went over to the decorative axe hanging on the wall and yanked it down. 
"I'm gonna fucking cleave your head in two!" 


"Yipel" Todd ran out of the room with Andy chasing after him. "Help! Somebody! Anybody!" 


Todd ran into the breakroom where Colin, Dave, and Prairie were all sitting around, having a couple drinks. 


"Todd, what are you yelling about?" Prairie asked 

"Andy has an axe!" 

"What?" 

Just then, Andy came into the room, brandishing his weapon. "Todd Rundgren, you MOTHER -FUCKER!" 
"Andy, please calm down," Colin said "You're scarring us." 


Ignoring the plea, Andy picked up a glass and chucked it at Todd who expertly dodged it Matrix-style and it hit 


the wall and shattered into a thousand pieces. 
‘Oh my god, he's gone madl" Dave yelled. "Everyone run!" 


They ran around the couch in circles for a bit until Todd managed to zip out the door and down the hall 


towards the cabin's exit. Andy was not far behind. 


"Andy stop! You're being quite silly right now!" Colin yelled, chasing after the two. But Andy would not listen to 


reason. There was only rage in his brain. 


Now outside, Todd nimbly ran down the front steps, through the front yard, like a graceful gazelle and jumped 
in his GT, turning the ignition on and hitting the gas pedal. Andy ran out into the yard too, but with none of 
the grace or style as Rundgren and thus, he tripped over a fallen branch and fell on his face, breaking his 


glasses. 


"You do realize you look like a complete lunatic right now, don't you?" Colin said, finally catching up to Andy. He 
couldn't help but take some pity on him though, seeing him on the ground like that. "Do you need help up?" 


"I thought my singing was fine, why didn't he LIKE IT!" Andy started sniffling, his face getting red and eyes 
puffy. 

Not knowing how to answer that question, Colin just knelt down and softly patted Andy on the back. "There, 
there, | think you're just a bit cranky. Maybe you need a nap." He turned back to the cabin and yelled out 
"PRAIRIE!" 

Prairie stuck his head out the door. "Is it safe?" 

"Yes, it's safe. Can you carry Andy to the breakroom? He just needs a rest” 

And with that, Prairie scooped up Andy in his arms and took him back inside, where he was tied to the couch. 
Colin spent the rest of that afternoon searching the house for any possible makeshift weapons and then 


burned them all in a bonfire. And that's how he got that credit on Skylarking, 


The end. 


